THE NEW MACHIAVELLI

I can remember sitting down at that desk and look-
ing round me and feeling with a queer effect of sur-
prise that after all even a place in the Cabinet, though
infinitely remote, was nevertheless in the same large
world with these fine and quietly expensive things.

On the same floor Margaret had a "den," a very
neat and pretty den with good colour-prints of Botti-
cellis and Carpaccios, and there was a third apart-
ment for secretarial purposes should the necessity for
them arise, with a severe-looking desk equipped with
patent files. And Margaret would come flitting into
the room to me, or appear noiselessly standing, a tall
gracefully drooping form, in the wide open doorway.
"Is everything right, dear ?" she would ask.

"Come in," I would say, "I'm sorting out papers."

She would come to the hearth-rug.

"I mustn't disturb you," she would remark.

"I'm not busy yet."

"Things are getting into order. Then we must
make out a time-table as the Baileys do, and begin!"

Altiora came in to see us once or twice, and a num-
ber of serious young wives known to Altiora called and
were shown over the house, and discussed its arrange-
ments with Margaret. They were all tremendously
keen on efficient arrangements.

"A little pretty," said Altiora, with the faintest dis-
approval, "still------"

It was clear she thought we should grow out of that.

From the day of our return we found other people's
houses open to us and eager for us. We went out of
London for week-ends and dined out, and began dis-
cussing our projects for reciprocating these hospitali-
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